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THE METEORIC ADVENTURES OF COME-ON CHARLEY
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(Doporight, 1M5) !

R. PERCIVAL TEETERS had|
found a new friend, and he|

M

cause of it. She was the candle to]
which Charley played the moth. He
fluttered about it to the imminent:

danger of his wings and to Mr. Tee-
ters’ loss of his society at least three
nights in the week.

Hence, when Mr. Simeon Huncks
crossed Mr. Teeters' path and evinced
an interest in him, the lank and lone-|
some private secretary fell upon that|
welcome gentleman's neck an clasped |
him to his heart. Mr. Huncks met Mr.|
Teeters as ten hundred thousand men
have met before—he asked him for
a match. It was in the Hotel Rirebien
rotunda. The time was the c:econd
Sunday in Lent, shortly after six
o'clock at night. Charley was at the
Grants’. Mr. Teeters was moping in a
corner by himseli, smoking a cigar-
ette and wondering what he should
have for his solitary dinner, when Mr.
Huncks dropped down beside him.
Mr. Teeters produced the requested
match, Mr. Huncks returned his
thanks, and this exchange of cour-
tesies led to conversation. It was]|
adroitly fostered by the <cociable]
stranger and in ten minutes he was|
possessed of Mr. Teeters' history, and |
Charley's, from the cradle to their|
present point of progress toward the
grave.

Mr. Huncks glanced at the clock
over the desk. “Six-forte! What do|
vou say to a bite of somcthing-—wit.h‘
bubbles on the side? I'm loose. Wiie
leit for "Frisco this morning.” l

Mr. Teeters hesitated. Was this an
invitation or double checks? Mr.

was sorely in need of com-|thought, and it told.
pany. Miss Dorothy Grant was the! “Oh, all right

that © wren—I mean” he hastily
amended at Charley’s quick frown
“the girl up on the avenue would be
proud of you." This was a sly after-

said Charley, ris
ing and effecting a vawn. “I'll go
down there with you. Nothing better
to do.” And he went off to bed, tak-
ing his rose with him.

In the evening of that same day
Mr. Huncks called at the Rirebien.
li-ic shook hands with Charley warm-
Y.

“Heard a lot about you, Mr. Car-
ter. Always pleased to meet a thor-
oughbred.”

A little later they struck off down
the street for Paul's.

“Hard luck you have to sel,” Char-
ley said compassionately.

“Ain’t it?" Mr. Huncks wagged his
head mourniully. “l suppose our
friend here has told you why. I ex-
pect a party around tonight to close
a deal with me. If Paul was here |
wouldn't sell. But the war called
Paul home to the colors—French re-
servist—and | had to carry on the
business myself. Easy work, and I
hate to quit, but the missus—you
know how it is, or you would if you
was married. I've simply got to give
the place away and skate across to
‘Frisco to please the girl"”

He stopped his friends directly un-
der a blazing electric sign, and point-
ed over the way. It was Paul's. A
short flight of broad steps led to the
lobby of the restaurant and people
were passing up them in twos and
threes, with occasionally a larger

J group.

“Seven o'clock,” said Mr. Huncks.
“In hali an hour you couldn't push
a pin in there without sticking some-

Huncks seemed to semse his com-|body.

panion's state of mind. |

“I'm buying,” he announced. “When
1 meet 2 man like wou—both eyes
open—it's a pleasure to entertain him.
You're not dated up, T hope®”

“T ain‘t got a thing to do but eat
vour dog.” responded Mr. Teeters
facetitiously.

“1 was thinking of Paul's,” said Mr.
Huncks, “but vou have to reserve 2
table there in advance. It's aiwﬁy's
crowded: and Lent don't cut any fig-
ure with it.”

Paul's? Where's that?” queried Mr.
Teeters.

Mr. Huncks looked at him aston-
ished.

“You don’t know Paul's? Down by
Thirtv-cighth street? 1'll take you to
a real restaurant some night this
week, vou and Mr Carter. Say, down
at Paul's they're so busy every night
the cashier don't have time to stack
the money. Throw it on the floor
till after hours and counts it by ma-
chinery. 1 ought to know."”

“Hey?® How's that?" asked Mr, Tee-
ters.

“I'm financially interested in the|
place, that's how,” Mr. Huncks in-|
formed him. “And I'm in the hardest
kind of luck, blast it. Got to sell. The
madam is nuts on the Coast, and we
are going over there ta live. But come
on in *o dinner and I'll tell you about
it. Maybe they've got a duck dn there
we can cat without an ax; and they
can't fool me on the wine. I was born
with a cork in my mouth.”

Thev went in to dinner. When they
came out, two hours later, Mr. Tee-
ters, just to show that money, when
vou knew how, could be swept up
from the floor like bread crumbs,
tassed a lordly quarter to a bellhny!
who had not done a thing for him
but get out of the way.

Mr. Carter came home with a rose
in his coat and a light in his eves that
cpoke of a rapturous evening. Mr.
Teeters was waiting up for him. He
was sprawled out on the couch in the
sitting room smoking a black cigar
to keep him awake. It was striking
twelve as Charley entered.

“Thought vou'd be in bed, Skeet-
ers. What's doing ™"

Mr.- Terters arnse from the couch
and croceed aver to his chief.

“1 got a hen on for vou, Come-On
A nestiul of eggs. It's for tomorrow
night—l mean tonight; it's morning
now. Don’t vou tell me vou got an-
other goo-gno date, This iz biz—a
chance to make vour million.”

“(yo ahead.” Charley hade him.

He tack off his topeoar, first care-
fully removing the rose, and sat
down. Mr. Teeters perched himself
on the table and swung his long legs
tn and fro as he talked. He reached
his chance encounter with Mr. Simmeon
Huncks, detailed with gusto the items
of the twentv-dollar dinner that lib-
cral gentleman had “blown”™ him to,
and told of his connection with Paul's,
with which place Mr. Teeters pro-
fessed an imtimate acquaintance.

“He's got to =ell quick,” concluded
the cecretary, “and he ain't going to
count the peans too close.”

Charley merely smiled. “Go on,” he

said _forbearin::l'v. “\What about the,
egps”"
“Ha!" ejaculated Mr. Teeters.

“What about ‘'em? Why, they're ready
to hatch, that's what! All you got to|
do is buy the place and clean up ten
thonsand a week clear profit. Huncks
is doing it; he said so. And if it
wasn't for his wife he wouldn't think
of eelling.”

“Too bad,” observed. Mr. Carter
quizzically. :

Mr. Teeters hopped down from the
table. His mustache wiggled, and his,
china-blue eyes glistened. He was
plainly moved.

“You think it's another con me, |
but it ain’t,” he asseverated. “Golla-
mighty, Come-On, it's a restaurant!
It's there! You can see it—put your
hand on it—eat it! It's Paul's! Every-
body knows Paul's. You got to tag,
vour table in advance or eat off the'
floor.”

“What does he want for the place?”
Charley asked. Mr. Teeters' earnest-
ness impressed him.

“A hundred thousand. And cheap as
dirt, Huncks says. Earning ten per
cent on the money every week, right|
along! A week, understand?” |

Charley failing to respond, Mr. Tee-|
ters became more urgent. i

“Ten thousand a week! Do you get
it? In a year you'd have half a mil-
lion. Strliﬁt money, too. A regular
business. erry oses, Come-On,

Ar. Huncks took off his derby to
mop his forehead—he was warm from
his walk—and remarked: .
thousand dollars’

“] got thirty
worth of wine in the cellars over
there, boys, from sherry to cham-

pagne. Some drink! What? Let's go
over and sample it.”

He replaced his hat and pioneered
the way to the other side. The head
waiter conducted them to a table in
a corner; it was removed some dis-
tance from the others, and there was
an air of privacy about it.

Mr. Huncks spoke to the head
waiter.
“Same old business, Peter. Pack-

ing ‘em in!"

“Cinly fairish, sir," returned Peter
with a shrug. “Monday, sir; always
a little slow on Mondays.”

Afr. Huncks nodded and turned to
Charley.

“I've got an Ar steward, my bov.
Name is Frascati—Italian. T told him
to get us up a dinner we'd remember.
If 1t don't hit you right, squeal. But
I het you won't."

“Great!” commented Charley.

It was a tremendous room, gaudy
with gilt and flaring frescos. At one
end a piano. flute and violin were
working stacially through a popular
song. Nearly all the tables were fill-
ed. and newcomers were constantly
arriving. The hum of voices rose high
above the music.

“Gee,” said Charlev. “Going some!™

The cocktails were before them, and
he sipped his glass thoughtfully. Mr.
Teeters drained his at a gulp.

“If I owned this place !'d sleep in
it every night for fear it would get
away from me,” he declared.

“Don"t" Mr. Huncks begged him
plaintively. *I want to forget it."

It was a rather neat little dinner

'Mr. Huncks served his friends. And

from soup to nuts wine flowed with
every cnurse—sherry, chablis, claret,
champagne, port and brandy. Never
in his life had Mr. Teeters run the
gamut of the wine card at one sit-
ting like this. And neither had Char-
lev. Ordinarily abstemious as a
Quaker parson, this night the bridle
slipped his hold.

Mr. Huncks was so jovially insist-
ent, so pleasantly pressing with the
hattle that Charlev could not find
it in him to resist. As a consequence,
when they came to the cigars he look-
ed upon the world and all therein con-
tained with a benignant eve, and his
host, especially, he regarded as a
friend and brother. Mr. Teeters free-

1y admitted his condition; he e:cuhcdl

in 1t

“I'm all lit up like the Boston boat,”
he proclaimed, casting a moist eye
around him. “Stand me up on a table,
Huncksv, and save the gas.”

Alr. Huncks was about to reply in
kind to this waggery when he caught
cight of two men who had just en-
tered, He frowned and caid:

“The devil! Here comes Wiggins.”

“Wiggins " questioned Mr.
ters

“The man who's going to buy me
out. And he's got his lawver with
him. T told him ten o'clock. He can't
wait, 1 guess. Say, vou boys don't
mind it we fix the business up right
here, do vou® We won't be five min-
utes. Sit tight and smoke. It is the
edge of the evening vet.”

But Mr. Teeters would
tight.

“Keep 'em away! Shoo 'em off! We
got a speech to make,” he yapped.

“What do vou mean®' Mr. Huncks
stared at him blankly.

“Come-On, you ain't going to let
this get away from vou, are vou?®" de-
manded Mr. Teeters feverishly.
“Creeping Cats, it's a cinch! Ten
thousand a week!”

“Too late, Skeeters. Higginrs—Big-
grns—what's his name—Ciggir«* He's
gor the call”

3Mr. Huncks leaned over and snoke
care estly.

not sit

“1d rather s¢'l to you, old man,
than ta Wiggins. You're a friend—
centleman—thoroughbred. Tf ou

~ant to buy maybte I ran fix it. Quick!
They're here!”

Charley made a large gesture of ac-
quiescence. He felt that way.

“Fix it,” he =aid.

Mr. Huncks drew the two aside, and
they conversed vehemently for a few
moments. Mr. Wiggins gesticulated
angrily, and at length, shaking a
threatening finger under Mr. Hunck's
nose, he turned and marched away
Whereupon Mr. Huncks brought the
other man over to the table and in-
troduced him.

“Mr. Carter, Mr. Teeters—Mr. EIl-!

e T

liott Jones. A lawyer. He'll fix our lit-
tle matter up in a jiffy. The papers
are all drawn. Only has to substitute
your name, Charley. And I'll tell you
—to show how far I'll go for a iriend
—it cost me five thousand to buy
Wiggins off. He's so mad his clothes
don’t fit him. Tony, bring us a bottle.
Pink Seal, and shoot it along.”

Mr. Carter and his secretary break-
fasted in their rooms the mext day.
It was ten o'clock. They were not
feeling very well.

Charley on arising had taken Dor-

astounding results. When he took his
departure Mr. Teeters, who had con-
tained himself only by the most he-
roic effort, fell over on the couch
squealing in dismay.

“We bought a bubble and it's bust-
ed! It was a phoney bunch of dinner
sharks Huncks rang in on us last
night—a free-for-all.”

“Sure,” said Charley. “Pretty slick.
Got to hand it to him."”

He was grinning. Frascati's call had
cleared his head. The humor of the
thing appealed to him. He had let

~

months’
Bell
the lease for what It will bring: that's

are liable for thirty-three
rental on that morgue—$132,000!

my advice to you".

‘Will  think it over” returned
Charley. *“Want you to take dinner
with me tonight. Paul's. Teddy Ball's
coming. And Joe Link Already
phoned them My treat. Own the
grub, anvway What's left”

He grinned again and went away,
leaving the portly advocate sputter-
ing in his chalr.

Charley drove around to William
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“Glad to see you,” he greeted the beefy trickster.

othyv's rose from the glass en his
dresser and put it out of sight. He
could not bear to look at it. [t seem-
ed to him just then he could never
face Dorothy again. And he had an
engagement to dine at her house that
night!

The telephone rang sharply. Mr.! had cashed his hundred-thousand-dol- | te Dorothy
Tee-! Teeters jumped and put his hands to‘

his head.

“Helafire!” he whined. “That girl is
too almighty sudden. I thought some-
body'd hit me!”

He got up sluggishly and answered
the call.

“Come-On," he announced, “a guy
named Catty—or something like that
—has blown in downstairs. He's from

Paul's. Says you told him to come
around this morning. Want to see
him?>"

Charley had no remembrance of the 1

appointment, nor of Mr. Catty—or
whoever it was—but he was not mind-
ed to betray himself to his secretary.

“Sure,” he said sententiously, and
bit into his toast.

The caller was a weedy, sallow per-
son with a little black mustache. He
carried a leather portfolio, and hand-
led it when he sat down as if it were
filled with lyddite or some other high
explosive—and so, shortly, it proved
to be in its effect on Charley. N

To reduce a painful episode to its
elementals, it was Mr. Angelo Fras-
cati, the steward at Paul's, who pre-
sented himself to the new proprietor.
He delicately reminded Mr. er—
perceiving instantly the need of it—
that he, Mr. Carter, had been pleased
the night before to retain his, Fras-
cati's, services. And he furthermore
recalled to Mr. Carter”s mind that he,
Frascati, had intimated there were
certain matters of importance it
would be well for them to take up to-
gether without delay. -

To all this Charley listened stolid-

ly, and then requested Mr. Frascati
to “get busv.” e'?his the gentleman
ed to do, and with the most

Huncks get him drunk—for the first|

Itimc in his life—and unload on him|!uP his mind to tell him the whole and he'll be happy.

|a dead business as casily as dumping
[ sand from a cart. It was straight, |
too, up to a polnt.

Yes, it was a pretty slick game
Huncks had played, and no doubt he

lar chec and was chuckling over it
at that minute. He had not said a|
| word about the liabilities—the over-

and Charley had not thought to ask;
he forgot such things were. In plain|
| terms, he had been an ass who had
not even brayed. |

He went to the telephone. Mr. Tee-
| ters sat up on the couch groaning dis- !
| mally. {
| "What you going to do, Come-On?" |

“Get Mr. Drew. Advice,” said Char- |

ey.

While Charley talked with the at-
torney Mr. Teeters drew a chair to
the table, stuck his fingers in his ears,
and studied the memoranda Paul's|
i steward had left with them.
| In brief, Mr. Carter had purchased |
|tor $100,000 spot cash debts of $8,000,
| had assumed a three-yvear lesse at|
IHE.OGO a year, and had Incurred run-
| ning expenses of approximately $2.000
a week. Ir exchange for this he had
[received a thousand dollars in sup-|
plies and the furnishings. The “good |
will” was an asset that lay entirely ln'l
Mr. Huncks' Iimagination, and was,
perceptible only to himself. Altogeth-
er, it" was a tidy stroke of business
—for Mr. Huncks.

As this percolated into Mr. Teeters'|
intelligence he raised his head and
goggled vacuously at the wall

“Gollamighty!” he croaked. *“Conned
to a finish™

Charley left Mr Teeters at home
and drove downtown to Mr. Drew's
office in Pine street. His interview
with the lawyer was not hilarious.
Mr, Drew, through various telephonle
channels, had assured himself of the
wvalidity of Huncks' bill of sale, and
he now told Charley precisely what
he thought of him.

“Look here, my young friend, you

street to see Mr. Grant. He had made
story. A man whs would allow him-
self to get drunk and play the fool
was not entitled to assocliate with a
gentleman’s daughter. He would ask
Mr. Grant to withdraw the dinner In-
vitation for the night and explain
the reason

It was with a very serious air he
entered the Grant estate offices. He

| was shown Into Mr. Grant's private | fram every
head expenses, wages and like trifles, | T0°M. and he went to the heart of g4i4 not laugh

fis visit without preamble. The mil-
lionaire listened with an odd expres-
sion. His keen eye never left Charley's
face, At the close he sald quletly:

‘Suppose you leave It to my judg-
men to tell Dorothy as much of this
as T think fit And as for dinner to-
night., we will call it off at my house
and try Paul's. Td like to look the
place over, and T know Dorothy would
It is my party, understand. No argu-
meant."”

This wholly unexpected turn to the

||ftalr took Charley aback.

“By George! [ say, Mr. Grant! I—
I didn't hope for this" he stammered,
“It—it's fine of you, sir™

The other gave him a kindly glance.

“It was rather fine of you, my boy,
to come to me as you did And I'd
lay odds you won't overstep the mark
again"

“You can’'t lose,” Charley assured
him earnestly. Then ha bethought
himself of the invitations he had ex-
tended for the evening “Ges, I'm in
a fix,” he added, and explained the

situation.

“Bring them =all” Mr Grant en-
joined him. “Joe Link, the box fight-
er! 1 know him well and glad I
do. He's square, and that's 2 man's
measurement wherever you find him.
Dorothy will delight in him. Per-
haps——" he laughed pridefully—
‘you've discovered she's not just like
other girls?”

“l have,” sald Charley gravely.

And so it came to pass Paul's en-
tertained a special dinner party of
seven on the first night of Charley's
Incumbency as proprietor. Mr. Grant
sat at the head of the table. Charley
was on his right and Dorothy on his
left. Next to her sat the renowned

Joseph Link, a little conscious of his|
evening clothes, and “taking the/
count,” as he would have phrased It
to the girl's pervading charm. Mr.|
Teeters was seated by Mr. Link. and’
Mr. Drew and Teddy Ball, of the Even-.
ing Scream, sat across from them.

“Charley's best move is to close up
and sell the lease,” said Mr. Drew.

“Let us talk it over,” suggested Mr.
Grant, who had a reason for it *“It
looks llke a bad bet. but I've seen a
long shot win more than once. What
do you say, Dorothy?™
Miss Dorothy Grant had maintained
an unusual silence up to now. She
had been studylng the place with a
speculative eye

“I have an idea,” she announced.
‘Do you want me to tell i7"

‘Sure.” saild Charley eagerly.

“I'd wall and ceil this room with

long.leaf yellow pine—the heart of/
the wood, wonderful of graln. I'd,
have a red brick floor, smoothed to|
|a perfect plane Over there at thel

upper end I'd have a fireplace—old
' Yorkshire—so big you could put a
bed in it It shouyld have a crane, |
and settles by It, and a flambeau on|

| either side, and oak logs burning!
{when the weather called And I
|8hould have flambeaux around the|
|w-n.. Pine cones, each an electric|
bulb, should star the celllng. I'd have
rustic tables and chairs—not the
scratchy kind, but solid. asure, with-

*out a nall or joint to catch on. And-
I'd have other things—I can't decide]
jon them now—and, oh, yes, In that)
|far corner I'd have thegmusic con- |
cealed behind a screen of woodbine:|
and If they piayed above plano I'dl
discharga them. And with all this
I'd have a service so absolutely fault-
less you'd go®away In a dream of sat-
isfled desires™ She laughed
Joe Link spoke, ponderously
phatic. It was his first remark.
“Faith and I'm thinking the lady's
rung the bell.” i

em-

‘l “What would you call the place?
| questioned Teddy Ball “Paul's is a
Jonah now."

The little frown came back between
Dorothy's violet eyes

‘In all the rush and hurry here—
all the wuproar and confusion—we
ought to have something opposed to
it, something How would "Rest-
awhyle' do; spelled with a ¥ to make
it odd™ 1

Mr. Drew offered no comment: he/
was counting up the cost. It was al
gloomy @utlook to him. He did not|
like it. But Mr. Grant was not so|
inclined. ’

“It sounds rather good, Dorothy, as|
you've outlined (1, he acknowledged. !
"But how about the culsine” Your!
Restawhyvle will have to set a plce.l
and you can’'t beat Mouchard much on |
a mousseline de saumon or a supreme
de volaille™

“Oh' that gibberish!"
Dorothy with a pretty pout

eried Miss
“We're

going to eat English In our restau-|
rant, dad. If you want a fried egg),
you'll get it—not un oeuf frit, We|

are going to have some things here
those men down In Wall streer wiil!
come running for—things they'vel
heard about and read about, and never|
had a chance to try.” She glanced
around the table and explained: "“"We
are from the South—Georgia. 1'1] bet
you Dorothy was no lingulstic
|prude—"rou don’'t know what Hoppin®)
 John is, or heaten biscult, or barbe-|
| cued red snapper, or egg bread. or
| sweet potato pudding. or rice puffs, |
lor baked *

‘For heaven's
| her father.
| ner, child.”
| “You seal”
| phantly at
| one.

eake stop!" begged
“You've ruined my din-|

Dorothy nodded trium- |
the others “He's only|
And there's a million like him
| —people who live here and come here.
(He'd give $50 right now for a corn
| pudding like Old Mammy Jane used
Fn:n make. Of course, we shall have
the regular dishes—all the usual
parade—but you wait till a good black’
Georgia darky, with honey in his
volcs and a bow a courtier couldn't
copy, draws out your chalr and sits!/
rou down to golden waffles in the
morning and chicken gumbo at night!
Ses If you won't come back and bring
the folks."™

“By George!” exploded Charley
“Wish 1 could see Huncks Shake his
hand. Did me a good turn™
“Will you plan t? Boss the job™
Ha shot the guestions at Dorothy im-
! petuously.

The girl laughed and looked at her
father.

“T'll give a helping hand,” he smiled.
“I'll send Sam down to Macon to get|
your darkies for you, o!d timers,
gentlemen In black. And I'll loan you|
Bam, to start off with, for head walt-
er. He will know how to handle ths
crew; everybody couldn’t do It As
for Bam himself, he's a cash asset
He could seat an emperor and make
him feel it was a favor."
| "There's a thing we've forgotten”
| observed the former fistic champion.
“It's the drink. Ye can feed a man
] But {f ve want
to make him loosen up—begging the
lady’'s pardon—and take the rubber off
| his roll, put a drop of something we:t
| before him with a tickle to It. He'll
Fh_uy balloons to pelt the stars with
I‘.’wt—" he added, heavily apologetic
|=—"that I'd be casting stones at any|
| good friend of mine. God forbid'"

A burst of laughter greeted this
one but Dorothy. She

| 'We ehall have those things—all
the wines™ she =zald to Mr. Link.
| “Of course,” he answered “But ‘tis|
a better thing I have in mind One|
jdrink! A friend has just invented It |
A secret he holds it, and well he may.
| I've traveled far, little lady, but never
|did T see the Gates Ajar—wlide open,|
speaking truth—till I laved ma tongue |
in Mickey Morrison's new brew, ‘Twas|
last night, and the memory Is strong|
upon me yot.'" |

“What does he call it. Joe?™ Mr.!
Grant was also interested.

“He calls It." Mr. Link replied, with
the solemnity befitting the birth of a |
new drink in a weary world, "he calls

it, Mr. Grant, the ‘Feather Fiip." Ask
me no more, sir.” |
Dorothy laid her hand on Joe's

arm. The big man thought a dova
had alighted on |t

"“You will bring Mr. Mickey Mor-
rison to us—here—at 10 o'clock to-
morrow morning.” she commanded
him, ‘We want the Feather Flip, and
we'll advertise It. We are golng to
spend on this new restaurant—how !
much, Mr. Carter? Advertising and|
everything™ |
“No limit. = A _hupdred thousand.
:‘tu Anything you say.” Charley told
er.
*Whoopee!™ hurrahed Mr. Ball
“Watch the Scream!™

Mr. Drew suppressed & groan His
trade did not inculcate optimism.

Your bred-in-the-bone New TYorker
is & person who thinks he leads, but
is usually led. He follows the crowd:
he doesn't always know why or for
what, but he does—as one chip in the
current follows another. It was the
case with Come-On Charley’s Resta-

| Ball,

1 sré

| B2t away,

whyle. The stream set in that way,
and every little individual canoeist
paddled with might and main to keep
up with his fellows,

The place was closed for a month,
during which men worked night and
day effecting the alterations Dorothy
had planned The week before tne
opening the newspapers and billboards
biazed with advertisements of the new
restaurant. Feather Flip. In especial,
became a household word. Charley
spent §60,000 In thirty days on this
advertising campalign, before and after

opening
Mr. Grant gave a stag party the
first  night. Teddy Ball estimated

eighty milllons were representsd at
the table. They were men one knew,
and it made a story

Dorothy gave a dinner the follow-
ing night. And this made another
story. for the daughters of §30,000,00
graced the board

People read., and came to see for
themselves. They ate of dishes they
had never heard of before—the great
majority—and drank Mickey Morri-
son's Feather Flip. And Sam! Ha
was an institution. Men swelled wisi-
bly under the benison of his atten-
tions, and women blossomed under it
—they were ravished with the place
because of it

In a wesk Restawhyle was the fad
of the season. And it was the only
pPlace in rown where you could get
@ Feather Flip. Men fought for the
tahles. It was served only there—
there was no standing bar—and {t
cost 31 a drink. Dorothy knew her
New York.

After the theater on & night In the
fourth week of Restawhyle Miss
Dorothy Grant and Mr, Carter wers
supping at a table in a quiet corner.

“See who's here, Dorothy!” ex.
claimed Charley. It had come to that
between them—given name.

Dorothy looked around and bowed
to Messrs Drew, Link and Teddv
who had come in and claimed a
table near by

“Where s Merciful Skeeters™ in-
quired Dorothy. She reveled o the
name

“Give it up.” sald Charley. “Thought
he was with them. ™

The tall Bohemian glasses were
everywhere. He leaned over to the

his hazel eyes glowing.
Bay, Dorothy, 1 owe It all to you.
I was stung No chance till yvou pulled
ma out Shop cleared $95000 last
week. Same the week before. Bix
hafore thut. Three so far this week
Half yours. Only falr., Let me——-"
She stopped him, shaking her head,
and smiling

“It's absurd I thought we had
settled that. You don't know the fun
I've had out of all this Dad s
proud of me. He says—'

“Proud!" broke in Charley. “T'm
so proud of you, I—J—u"

His voice died away. Fear gripped
tm. Ten—no twenty times in the

last week he had been on the point
of spcaking out his heart. but she
was so beautiful, so fine, and true
and free of artifice—eo straight and
squares In all she eald and did—so
sisterly—wyes, that was it That was
what held his tongue’

"He eays, dad does,” went on Miss
Grant, yet not so even!y as before
and with evasive eyes, “that I'd make
& good business woman”

“Good!™ Charley gulped In a long
breath to give him volce agalin.
“You're the finest in New York Got

them all whipped:!™
“T'Il think of that while I'm away,”

Dorothy answers sweetly. *“It's nice
|of you to say ir"™

“"Away? Leave town?' Amazed In-
credulity swept Charley's face clean

of other emorions

"Next week. On the Kelpie
yacht. To Bermuda For a month'™
She was mocking him—his way of
speech—and from under lowered lids
she wickedly surveved the havoe the
words wrought.

Charley gazed at her dully His
world was tumbling about him. Ha
Inoked from her and around the room
to see (f It was not in ruins also:
and as he Aid his eaya fell] on Mr.
Teeters threading his way among the
tables toward him. With Mr Teeters
Was some one elea. The sight partiale
l¥ restored Charley's scattered wits.

“By George'” he mumbled

Miss Darothy, following his gaze,
had likewise perceived Mr. Teeter's
companion. She saw, too, that the
long, lank secretary was agitated. At
the other table Mr Drew and his
friends were rtaring at him.

“Whe is 1™ asked Dorothy.

"Huncks'* sald Charley.

"Oh!" eried Dorothy, delighted *In-
troduce him "™ Then he sald, & little
low “I forgnt to mention there's an
extra room on the Kelple—if you can
Charley.”™

“Watch mea™

There was no chance to say more
Mr. Teeters and Mr Huncks had come
up—but Charley's manner underwent
a distinct change. His back straight-
ened, and he grinned at Mr Huncks.
almost affectionately

"Good pld sport’ Glad to see vou
he greeted the beefy trickster. “Didn't
gtay long in ‘Frisco*

Dad’'s

Mr. Huncks returned the grin
“Baw all T wanted of it in the
movies.

Charley introduced him to Dorothy.
She beamed on him, for she joved in
chance adventures

“So glad to have the pleasure™ sha
eald cordially

“Two Feather Flipa” Charley in-
structed the waiter.
“Say, Come-On" burst out Mr.

Teeters, who had Impatiently viewed
these preliminaries, “Huncksy is all
rightt Met him coming out of the
show, and we been talking. He wants
to buy the place back™

“Three hundred thousand.”
Charley tersaly.

“Help!™ eried Mr. Huncks. Then he
laughed indulgently. “Say, boy. quit
your kidding I'm talking business.
Cash.™

“Same here,” Charley sald. “Wouldn't

sald

sell, but am goling away. California”™
He grinned and continued: Cost me
two hundred and four thousand

Cleared to date twenty-seven thous-
and. You'll pay a hundred thousand
for the fun you had with me. More
tomorrow. More next day. Take It
or leave (t."

The negro walter set down bafore
Mr. Huncks a Feather Fllp. It was a
caremony, and [t Impressed the rogue
he served.

Charley took out his watch.

“Three hundred thousand now.
more every minuts wfter*™

Mr. Huncks drank his Feather Flip

Flve

in ten se He should have sipped
it, but time was money
“It's rohbary! Strong-arm work’

But——" he sighed heavily—"all right
You've got the drop on me™
Dorothy gave Charley =& swift
glance: her eyes were dancing.
Charley spoke to his secretary.

“Mr. Drew. See him” Ask him
over. Business.”

“Hopping Henry!" cackled Mr. Tee-
ters T hl“?ulf‘al he departed on his
erran ome-On's h near
his million.™ . i
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